' Decidedly/' he confirmed in a whisper.
"But why?'''1 I queried after a moment's silence.
"He was born out of wedlock! ^ The old man winked
at me and his glance travelled around the room. "Do you
understand? A man born out of wedlock cannot even be an
official in America to say nothing of a god. He is not
received anywhere in decent society. Not a single girl will
agree to marry him. Oh., we are very strict! And if we were
to recognize Christ, we would also have to accept all the
illegitimately born as re spec table people . . . even if they
were born of a Negro and a white woman. Think how hor-
rible that would be! Eh?""
It must indeed have seemed very horrible, for the eyes
of the old man turned green and grew round as an owl's.
Pulling up his lower lip with an effort,, he pressed it against
his teeth. He evidently believed that this grimace made his
face more impressive and stern.
"And you flatly refuse to recognize the Negro as a
human being?"'' I queried, oppressed by the morality of a
democratic country.
"You are a naive fellow!'"* he exclaimed with pity.
"Why,, they are black! And they smell. We lynch a Negro
as soon as we find out that he has taken a white woman
as his wife. We put a rope round his neck and hang him
on the nearest tree ... no time wasted! We are very
strict, when it comes to morals. . . /'
He now inspired me with the respect that one cannot
help feeling for a decomposing corpse. But I had under-
taken a job and was determined to pursue it to the very
end. I went on asking questions, eager to speed this 'proc-
ess of torturing truth, liberty, reason and all that is noble
and splendid, all I believe in.
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